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a recurrence of Ms sore throat on his arrival in Munich. He had
taken to his bed5 and I had not been there to look after him.
This concert, the rehearsals for which Mahler so much enjoyed,,
would never have taken place at aH but for the high-handed and
unscrupulous conduct of Emil Gutman5 who organized it. He
cabled to Mahler in New York,, telling Mm that the score was
already printed and that the preliminary rehearsals had long ago
begun in Vienna. In fact, not a note had been printed. As soon
as Mahler knew this, he wanted to cancel the performance
immediately, but by that time rehearsals were actually in progress.
Numbers of friends of ours were there, but we kept mostly to
ourselves.
I too found a copy of the Eighth with its dedicatory page on my
table. Mahler was eager now to hear what his old friends would
have to say; for3 egocentric though he was5 he expected his
friends to enter into and share his pleasure. But his friends kept
silent. He found himself alone; his feelings and his happiness
were of no account; he was of importance to them only in so far
as he reflected credit on themselves. Justine excited his wrath
on this account. He drove her from my door when she came to
pay me a visit. "Alma has no time for you/' he told her. He
gave short shrift to a certain Countess., who regarded me as.her
enemy for the droll reason that Mahler refused to give an audition
to a certain singer. She sent a gilded basket of roses up to my
room an hour later as a propitiatory offering. But he was blind no
longer. On the contrary,, he was ready to take offence at the
slightest sign that I was not paid enough honour or not received
with enough warmth.